CHAPTER   EIGHTEEN
The Three Women
WOMEN of America, I salute you!' Like most
rhetoric it was the expression of a mood,
rather than the result of consideration. Even if it
were possible to 'salute' (whatever that may mean)
the entire female population of America, I should not
wish to* do so. But while we are at Palm Beach, sur-
rounded by women of every species, we might well
pause in these warm airs to see whether there are any
generalizations which we may make about the women
of America as a whole.
There are. It was at about this time that I dis-
covered that there were three distinct ages of
American women. And at the risk of causing a roar
of execration, I propose to tell you what they are.
L A Bore*
The first age, that of the debutante, is when the
American woman is a bore. She is conceited, flam-
boyant and dull, for the simple reason that she is
subjected, during her first season, to a lifetime of
artificial admiration, concentrated into the short space
of a few months*
Because she bears the magic title 'debutante,*
everything that she does must be right. She is like a
tiresome child on its birthday treat. Even if she has
been the ugly sister of the family, even if she had
hitherto aroused neither passion nor envy, the simple
feet that she is making her debut invests her with a
halo of romance. The halo is manufactured exclu-
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